Careless Whisper 


Author: softpages 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Jason Newsted, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul 22 2019 22:03:05 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Careless Whisper 


Author's Notes: 
Careless Whisper was on the radio earlier, so i got this idea for a short little songfic. 


The tell-tale melody of a saxophone leaks into the bathroom, muffled by the door. 


Lars sighs, taking a swig from the drink in his cup. His heart lurches at the sound, and he weakly thumps his 
head against the cracked wall in this shitty house, dreading this shitty party he wishes he never went to. 


lm never gonna dance again, 


Guilty feet have got no rhythm 
It was their song. Their song. 


Lars' throat constricts. His head pounds. Tears slowly burn the corners of his eyes as the bleeding vocals 


seem to take over his mind, the words stabbing like knives. 


He's not fucking drunk enough for this. He takes another swig, tears slowly falling down his cheeks. 
Tonight the music seems so loud 


His mind flashes with memories. His first awkward dance with James to this song, under a starry night in ‘84. 
Nothing but giggling and tripping over eachother. Drowning in eachother, warm and safe in eachother's arms. In 


their own little universe, forgetting everything as they developed their own little sway of their limbs. 
/ wish that we could lose this crowd 


He remembers the first time he had James in bed. He remembers writhing and crying out in the sheets, with 
this same song, this same goddamn song floating through Lars' small radio as James thrust gently into him, 
praising him to no end, planting soft kisses everywhere over his face. He remembers James kissing the tears 
of joy off his cheeks once he reached ecstasy. Those tears were different. These ones twist his heart and 


squeeze his lungs. 
He chokes on a sob, dropping his empty cup beside him, curling in on himself in this dingy floor, in this shitty 
fucking house party. Every room reeks of alcohol, sex, God knows what else. He wants to scream. Wants to rip 


his hair out and curse James to hell. 


We could have been so good together 


We could have lived this dance forever 
Because he knows, he knows he can't have him. He knows they'll never be together with that song again 


Because James was still there. In this shitty party, hijacking Lars' thoughts. He would always be there, always 


be a reminder of how Lars can't have him. Not anymore. 


And James’ own tears threaten to slip through the sides of his eyes as the melody plays on, he swallows his 
guilt and shame as he drags their pretty new bassist into the nearest empty bedroom. 


